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Then it happened we could not produce the plav on Monday.   An old comedy was put on for that one nig! t I was not in it, and Mr. Daly, seeing how near I was to the breaking-point with hard work and terror, tried to give me a bit of pleasure.   He got tickets for my mother and me, and sent us to the opera to hear Parepa an«i Wachtel.    I was radiant with delight;   but, alas, did I ever have such high spirits without a swift dampening down.    Elaborately dressed as to hair, all the rest of my little best was singularly plain for the opera.   Si ill I was happy enough and greatly excited over our promised treat.
Mother and I set out to go to Miss Linda Dietz's iienie, where we were to pick her up, and, under escort of her brother, go over to the Academy of Music. We could not afford a carriage, so we had to take one of the 'busses then in existence. Mr. Daly had sent me, with my toy tickets, a pair of white gloves, and with extreme carefulness I placed them in my pocket, drawing on an old pair to wear down to Fifteenth Street, where I would the new ones at Miss Dietz's house. How I blessed my forethought later on !
Long skirts were worn, so were bustles. A man in the omnibus was in liquor ; he sat opposite rne, right by the door. I signaled to stop. Mother passed out tic-fore me — I descended. The man's feet were on my dress-skirt. I tried to pull it free — he stupidly pulled in the door. The 'bus started — I was Hung to the pave-
mT threw my head back violently to save my face from the cobbles, my hands and one knee were beating the cruel stones. Mother screamed to the driver a gentleman sprang to the horses, stopped them e?en then had to thrust the
torn flounce.   I had faintly whispered: m
fan! •' and the gentleman, plaang me m mother s a
sat